CLASSIC CRIMES
removal to her brother's house and care. Dr. Taylor wrote
to his brother-in-law accordingly, but Pritchard, Pharaoh-
like, hardened his heart and would not let her go.1
The day after she received Dr. Cowan's report of her
daughter's condition Mrs. Taylor went to Glasgow. She
found her confined to bed and suffering from continued
vomiting, varied by occasional cramp. Though perhaps a
mere coincidence, it is a suggestive fact that after Mrs. Taylor's
arrival she herself prepared in the sickroom all the invalid's
meals. She assumed charge of the house, gave the maids
their orders, and shared her daughter's bed, to the exclusion
of the lawful occupant, who was relegated to a spare room on
the first floor. On the I3th, two days later, some tapioca was
wanted for Mrs. Pritchard. One of the children brought it
from the grocer's in a paper bag, which was handed to M'Leod,
who left it on the lobby table, where it lay unguarded till it
was taken down to the kitchen by somebody and given to the
cook; she made a breakfastcupful, which M'Leod took up to
Mrs. Taylor in the dining-room. . That lady, tasting it,
became so sick that she said she must have got the same
illness as her daughter! No more was used, and the bag
remained in the kitchen press till required to bear witness at
the trial.
On the 16th there was a change in the kitchen department:
Catherine Lattimer resigned, and was succeeded by Mary
Patterson. She did not, however, leave town, and on Friday,
the 24th, she called to ask for the invalid. "Well, Catherine,"
said Mrs. Taylor in reply to her inquiry, **I don't understand
her illness; she is one day better and two worse.'* This, the
last day of her life, was spent by Mrs. Taylor? a strong,
healthy woman for her seventy years, in attending as usual
upon her daughter. In the evening she came down to tea
with the family in the dining-room, about seven she wak in
the kitchen speaking to the cook, she afterwards wrote some
letters in the consulting-room, sent M'Leod out to buy
sausages for her supper, and at nine o'clock walked upstairs
to her daughter's room for the night. Half an hour later the
1 It was my privilege, forty years kter, to discuss the case with Sir WilHam
Gairdner himself. He told me that at the time he had no suspicion that
Pritchard -was wilfully poisoning his wife, but thought her the victim of what he
termed the *' harum-scarum " methods of that rash and irresponsible practitioner,
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